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Me thought all his fenfes were loekt in his eye, 

A s Jewels in Chriilall tor fome Prince to buy. 

Who tendring their own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paft. 

His laces owne margenc did quote fuch amazes. 

That all eyesfaw his cyesinchanted with gazes. 

He giueyou Aquitaine, all that is his, 1 

And you giue him formy fake, but one louing Kifle, 

Brin. Cometo our pauillion, B oyet is difpofde. 

Bro . But to fpeakc that in words, which his eychath difclofd. 

I onelyhauemade amouthofhis eye. 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Lad.Ro. ThouartanoldLouc-tnonger, and fpeakeft skilful- 
ly. 

Lad* Aia. He is Cupids Grandfather, and icarnes newes of 
him. 

. £.ad. 2. Then was Venus like her mother, for her father n 
butgrim. 

Boy. Doyou hearemy mad Wenches? 

Lad. i. No. 

Boy. What then, do you fee ? 

Lad.i. 1, our way to be gone. 

Boj. You are too hard for me. Exeunt emnes 


Mus Ter tins. 


Enter Braggart and B J. 

Song. 

Bra. Warble child, make palfionatc ir.yPfcnfc of hearing. 
Boy. Concolinel. 

Brag. Sweet ayre, go tendernefle of yeeres: take this Key, 
giue enlargement to the fwaine, bringhim refiinately hither : I 
inullimploy him in a letter to my Loue. 

Boy. Willy ou-win your louc with a French braulc i 
Bra . How meaneft thou brauling in French ? 

Boy . No my complcat mailer, but to Iigge off a tune at the 

tongues 
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tongues end, canarie ro it with the feete, humour it with tur- 
ningvp your eye: iigh a note and ling a notefometimethrough 
the throate : if youfwallowed louc with tinging, 1 >ue fometime 
through : nofc as if you fnuTt vp louc by fmeiling louc with your 
hat pemboufe-Iike ore the fbop of your eyes, with your armes 
croft on your chinbellie doublet, like a Rabbet on a fpit, or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, and 
keep e not too long in one tune, but a fnip and away : thefe arc 
complements, thefe are humours, thefe betray nice wenches 
that would be betrayed without thefe, and make them men of 
note; do you note men that mod arc affe&ed to thefe ? 

Brag. How hall thou purchas'd chls experience ? 

Boy . By my pen of obfcruacion. 

Brag. But O, but O. } 

Boy. The Hobbie-horfe isforgot. 

Bra. Cal’ft thou my loue Hobble horfe. 

Boy. No Mailer the Hobbie-horlc is but a Colt, and your 
loue perhaps a Hacknie: 

But hauc you forgot your Loue ? 

Brag. Almofilhad. 

Boy. Ncgligcntftudentjlearne her by hearty 
Brag. By heart, and in heart Boy. 

Boy. And out of heart Maftcr : all thofe three I will proue. 
'Brag. What wilt thou proue*f ‘ 

Bey. A man, if I liue(andthis)by,in, and without, vpont 
she mllant: by heart you loue her, becauie your heart cannot 
come by her : inhearryou loue her, becaufe your hcarcis in louc 
with her: and out of heart you loue her, being out of heart that 
you cannot enioy her. 

Brag. I am all thefe three. 

Boy. And three times as much more, and yet nothing at all.. 
Boy. Fetch hither the Swaine he mull carrie mec a Letter. 
Boy. A melfagc well fympathis’d,a Horfe to be embalFadous: 
for an Alfc. 

Brag. Ha;ha, What faift thou ? 

Boy. Marrie fir, you mull fend the AtFe vpon the Horfe for. 
he is verie flow gated : but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but fliort,away« 

Bejo.&sfmh-zs lead fir. 

Mirage 




